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Ch. | 


"We don't wanna sit here and talk about the kinds of perverted sexual games we do on tour." 


Maybe | shouldn't have said that, but it kinda just slipped out. | mean, | was feeling pretty comfortable with 
Penelope. That interview, for her movie, was the first one I'd done without Dave sitting beside me. Well, I've 
had guys approach me and ask me shit when | wasn't with Dave, but this was the first sit-down interview by 
myself. 


| guess | never realized how nervous | can get with him around, until | realized | was nervous that he wasn't 
there, if that makes sense. Like, when he's around, | kinda feel like | have to watch what | say. Well, maybe 
that's an exaggeration, | mean, | don't lie or hold stuff back just because he's there. He doesn't come after me 
for saying the wrong thing to reporters. But | guess | still feel like | should be careful. | usually let him do 
most of the talking, but | don't make it look like I'm doing that. I'll talk a lot and make it seem like I'm not scared 
to speak my mind, but | always listen to Dave carefully before | decide what l'm going to say. 


So when | was there alone, | felt like a kid trying out some grown up stuff by himself. Just being so used to 
Dave taking the lead for everything, | felt weird having to figure it out for myself. Like | was going to do it 


wrong, or something. 


And no, I'm not scared of him. Like | said, he doesn't do anything to me, but he has such a fucking fragile ego, 
you know? | guess that's not really true, but | feel like he gets hurt by what people say, as much as he tries 
to hide it. Like that one time he was talking about Metallica, and he said he'd tried to get out before he got 
fired, that he felt suffocated, blah blah. It's not really friend-like for me to say this, but that kinda smells like 
bullshit. Damn, feels good to get that off my chest, but ya, | admit it, he likes to add his own spin to things 


and sometimes downright lie during interviews. 


But I'm his best friend. So if he tells a reporter that he fucking formed Metallica by himself, then I'm going to 
nod and agree. Let him have his moment! If that's how he's going to deal with what happened, then so be it. 
God knows he won't talk to me about it. 


And to be honest, | don't care if he lies. | really don't care what he says, honestly. He could lie straight to my 
face and | couldn't give a rat's ass, as long as there's honest passion in his kiss. It's been.three.maybe four 
months since | told him | liked him, and it's just been a non-stop fucking roller coaster ride since then. As if we 
were making up for lost time. When he says | love you, he means it. You can't hide or lie about something like 
that. What the fuck does anything else matter to me, as long as | have him and we're not compromising our 


music? 


We kept it a secret from Gar and Chris, although | got the feeling Chris knew what was going on. A bit hard to 
hide something like that, especially when he and Dave weren't the best of friends anyway. | don't tell anyone 
anything, though. | leave that up to Dave, if he wants to tell anyone or not. Honestly, I'd prefer to keep it a 
secret as much as we can until we get closer to Jeff and Chuck They're good guys, but we don't know them 
that well. | don't know how they'd take that, and | don't want to lose them over something stupid like that. It 
doesn't look good when you keep changing the line up in your band. 


Well, anyway, the point of all this is to try to explain what | let slip in that interview. The "perverted sexual 
games," and all that nonsense on tour. | guess when you're living with three other guys, out of a bus or a 


hotel room if you're lucky, for months on end, the craziness becomes so routine you expect everyone else in 


the world to act like that too. 


eR 


There's a saying that the best way to hide something is to hide it in plain sight. Well, Dave went one step 
ahead of that and hid his relationship with me by flaunting it. To this day | don't dare ask either Jeff or Chuck 


if they know anything, as if just bringing it up in a serious context will shame me to death. 
Of course there's the regular stuff, the shit high school boys do to each other in the locker room. Tackling 
one of the guys when he just gets out of the shower, tea bagging another guy if he's unlucky enough to have 


passed out first, drawing dicks on faces, that's all amateur shit. All that was a given 


No, we were fucking pros in the field of just plain weird. 


One thing Dave liked to do, when we got to spend the night at someone's house after a party, was the Girl 
Swap. He always got to start it off. He'd pick some chick from the party and get her drunk and start making 
out with her and everything, and get her in a closet or something, then when he gave the signal, one of us 
would sneak in and take his place. We'd cycle through each other until she got realized she was with someone 
different. Whoever ended with her usually had to give her back to Dave, and go chug some beers as a penalty, 
and if she ended with Dave, well, then we all had to drink. No matter what happened, each one of us would 
have shared her. If the girl caused a fuss, Dave took care of it, but we've gotten away with that shit every 


time. 


We never did that with a guy, but Dave would whisper to me about guys he'd see at the party, and tell me all 
these nasty things about them, horrible shit he wanted to do to them. And if | got mad about it, he'd just 
laugh at me and be all, "What? I'm not gonna do it! Its not cheating if | don't do it" 


Somehow fucking girls in closets doesn't count as cheating..ok 


Anyway. Then there were the drinking games. Holy fuck, we had a lot of those, so many I'd forget the rules to 
half of them and get fucked up before we even started. But | guess when you drink so much, you have to 
think of new and interesting ways to get the alcohol in your body to keep things fresh. 


One of Dave's favorites was getting someone else drurk from his own mouth. He'd take a drink and spit it out 
into someone's mouth until either him or the other guy was too drunk to even stand. Of course he did this 
with me when we were alone, but it took some finesse to pull this trick off with the other guys, and in public, 
without appearing gay. Dave, | sincerely believe, was born with the innate power to make the gayest actions 


appear macho. He could suck a cock in public and make it look cool. 


The first time he tried this in front of the guys, it was just us four at the back of the bus, and the other 
two were already pretty tipsy. | started acting more drunk than | was when he started grabbing on me, just 
so it didn't look weird, and then he loudly challenged me to chug an entire beer in five seconds or I'd suffer a 
"penalty." | failed, so he took the unfinished beer and told me | was going to finish it, one way or another. With 
the other two watching, spell bound, he emptied the can in his mouth, yanked my face to his, and in one motion 
opened my lips and let the beer flood from his mouth to mine. The guys laughed their asses off as | choked 
and tried to drink as much as | could, with Dave holding me roughly so | wouldn't fall. 


| won't lie, it gets me off when he does this shit to me in front of someone. It's so fucking wrong, and could 
potentially get us in so much trouble, but it's exciting as fuck Thank Christ he knows how to handle shit so 
that anyone who watches thinks it's as hilarious as Dave wants them to think it is. 


So Dave got Jeff to bring him a bottle of fucking vodka so could force more shit down my throat, and then 
"challenged" Jeff. It's kind of hypocritical, but | never really got jealous when | saw Dave with girls. But it really 
stung to see him putting his lips to Jeff's. | know they were just playing that stupid game, but still. | know 
damn well Dave was getting off on that, and he fucking did it to Chuck just so he wouldn't seem to be 


preferring any of us in particular. Way to take one for the team, Dave. 


0 God, fucking Chuck So then that fat bastard fucking gets the idea to do it to me! But Dave has us do some 
spin the bottle bullshit to bring in some kind of rules. Everything has to be a game. He let Chuck splash 
whiskey into my mouth for free, which really irritated me, but | didn't put up a fight. It's ok if another guy 
touches me if Dave was the one that set it up, but he'd castrate me if he caught me with another guy 


without his permission. 


Soon spin-the-bottle-for-spitting-beer turned into the good old fashioned kind, only Dave changed the rules to 
make it not gay. If the bottle points at you, you have to take a drink, usually a fucking shot of something hard. 
If you don't drink, or if you drink and then throw up, you have to kiss the guy who spun the bottle. And it had 


to be a real kiss, a good and sloppy and tonguey one, or it doesn't count. 


How is this not gay? Because Dave was the one who sanctioned it. And Dave Mustaine is not a queer. Mother 
fucking Conan the Barbarian is a faggot compared to Dave, so anything he says or does is automatically cool. 
Plus, he knew how and when to suggest things to the guys to make them think that the incredibly gay things 


they were doing were just good natured ribbing. 


| liked it when | got Jeff, though, | have to admit. Fuckin’ a’. That guy is cute. He doesn't know how to kiss to 
save his life, but it's fucking hot as Hell to kiss him and stick my tongue in his mouth and feel his hair with 
Dave watching me like a hawk. | can't get in trouble for it, he told me to do it! What, is he going to punish me 


for enjoying it too much? 


And before you ask, yes, there were times when Dave "spun' the bottle and got me. I'd pretend to spit up my 
drink, and he'd be "forced" to kiss me. We'd have the other two urging him to do it, me pretending to not want 
it, Dave acting like he was relenting to peer pressure. Man, what magnificent liars we are. He'd kiss me 
savagely, roughly, and I'd pretend to be cold and distant, all the while floating on air. As drunk as | was, I'd 
fantasize about him going all out and fucking me in front of Jeff and Chuck. 


Just like | fucking love it when he hurts me in front of them. Like he'll pull my hair or twist my nipple or kick 
me or twist my arm behind my back and I'd fight back. Pretend to hate it, pretend to try as hard as | could 
to overtake him while the other guys just watched and laughed, but I'd be hard as a fucking rock. 


It kinda scares me the shit | fantasize about. There is seriously something very wrong with me. 


Let's see, what else..o ya, the shower raids. Fuck. We usually shared one suite when we were on the road. 
Every single fucking time | took a shower, Dave would turn on the faucet to scald me, and everyone would 
laugh their asses off when | screamed. Then he'd go in there to harass me even further, poking at me, yanking 
on my hair and pelting me with soap, groping me if he could get away with it. Ya, it's hysterical to gang up on 
me, apparently. At first it was just Dave, but pretty soon the other guys joined in too. 


It became ok for Jeff and Chuck to knock me into the wall or drag me by the hair or splash their beer all 
over my lap, once they saw Dave doing it enough. Not like | could do much about it. Chuck is surprisingly 
strong, and he's got all that mass behind him. And Jeff's way taller than me, quick on his feet. | was the 


weakling, so | had to take everyone's punishment. 


Because if | take it from Dave, then | should take it from everyone else, right? In order to not make Dave look 
gay, | had to let everyone else and their tramps pick on me. If | didn't like Dave, l'd never put up with that shit. 
But, one way to look at it, was that Dave was using me for his own enjoyment. Ya, fine, ok, that's wrong and all 
But fuck me if that isn't sexy as Hell. | wouldn't let anyone else do that to me, that's for sure. | trust Dave 
not to take it too far. 


It was amazing what he could get away with. We're guys, So we're gonna wrestle. That's just what we do, try 
to be stronger than each other and all that. If you ask me, wrestling's just about the gayest thing a guy can 
do. The crotch grab is inevitable, and you got man stench all over you. Hence why it was so erotic to be 
tackled and pinned and beaten by Dave with a clueless and overeager audience. I'd try to fight back. I'd give 
that ginger bastard a run for his money, thats for sure, and the other guys would fucking cheer me on. Root 
for the underdog. Kinda of a surreal feeling to be struggling with Dave like that. Hearing his hissing breath, 
seeing how his lips curled back in concentration, his eyes blazing out at me from behind his thick red curls 
that always got in his face, feeling his muscles tense and scream out against mine. That strained groan hissing 
in my ear as he worked to subdue me. Fuck him. | made him work for what he wanted. He always defeated me, 


but he'd be sweating and panting by the time he finally had me pinned. 


| always spread my legs when he beat me, just instinctively, and God how | wished he'd take me right there. 
But instead of fucking me, he'd just knee me in the crotch or punch me in the gut and laugh with everyone 
else and that'd be the end of it. 


And just like any pack of dogs, | almost always had someone else attack me before Dave's scent left my body. 
Chuck especially liked to slam the heel of his hand between my legs, a trick he obviously got from Dave. 


0 wow. | almost forgot. There was this one time when Dave was very obviously gay with me, but he made it 
ok. First off, we all had some drinks in our system. That always helps. We were on the bus, on our way to 
Chicago, had like three more hours to kill, so he decided to tell the guys this awesome story about him and 
this chick he used to know. A real slut, he assured us. He told us about how he found her in an alley, and how 
she was all over him, and he grabbed me. With the other guys watching and laughing, he told his story as 


graphically as possible, and wrapped his legs around my waist and rubbed on me. 


"She was so fucking horny," he said. "She was panting and moaning like a total slut” And he gave me a sharp 
look, so | panted and moaned, but | hammed it up to hide what | really felt about this, of course. "Then she 
begged me to suck me off." He shoved me down and smashed my head to his crotch, rubbing it into my face. 


He tugged on my hair in anger, so | cried out in a girly voice, "Please let me suck your dick!" Got a few laughs, 
and he went on with his story, shoving himself against me. He didn't unzip his pants, but | could still smell him, 
and feel his hard on against my cheek. | don't remember how his story ended, but finally he shoved me away 


like a piece of meat, and everyone was laughing and drinking like nothing happened. 


You know, Chuck's a nice kid, ok. | really do like him, just not in that way, so it gets really fucking disturbing 
how eager he is to touch up on me, all the while claiming till his chubby face is blue that he's not gay. Just 


anytime we do our weird shit in the back of the bus, he's always the first to get crazy. Well, besides Dave, 
obviously. Then again no one does anything till he starts it. 


Just like, because of him, even the simple, sacred act of getting high has to be shared as intimately as 
possible. At least we don't use the same needles, but if its something that can be snorted, it's usually gonna 
be off someone's hand or chest or.. And the excess licked off so as not to "waste it" If it can be drunk or 
smoked, Dave liked to see if two of us could drink or smoke it at the same time without making a mess. Once 
again, | usually had Chuck slobber all over me, with our fucking faces crammed together, fighting over that 
tiny bottle opening, but at least | got to do it with Jeff sometimes. God, he's cute. Always lets me take the 
lead in anything we do. 


0 boy. Dave didn't like me doing anything with Jeff, but he had to. He had to let everyone get a piece of 
everyone else or he'd out himself. That's how he got away with making out with me, with shoving things inside 
me, or even pinning me to the floor and biting my throat in front of our drummer, our guitarist, and a shit 
load of random groupies and fans. Because | was the target in the band. The dorky country boy who laughs like 
an idiot at everything and is too innocent to know about hookers. As long as Dave didn't keep me to himself, no 
one suspected he had a thing for me. Especially if he also picked on the other two, you know, just to make it 


fair. 


And anyway, it's not gay if you beat them up afterwards. 
RK 


Jesus, there's just so much. Every night on that bus something fucking weird happens, but it's ok, as long as 
Dave says its ok Everything | just mentioned is like every day shit, and maybe its not a big deal. | mean, we 
work so fucking hard, we're on tour for ages, always on the road. We don't have the time or the chance to get 
with any chicks for longer than one night, this kind of shit is bound to happen. And we're all friends. We all love 
each other and trust each other, so what's the harm, right? And shit, maybe Chuck and Jeff are the ones 


fooling us, and they really know about us, but they just pretend to not know, just to fuck with us. 


Ya know, in the context of the tour, what we do is perfectly normal. Just a bunch of bored kids trying to kill 
time between shows. Maybe its not so perverted after all. | probably said it was perverted because | spend so 
much fucking time pretending that | don't secretly get a major fucking woody at being manhandled by my 
secret boyfriend in front of my clueless friends. | came from a Goddamn farm before all this. | don't know 
what's normal for musicians or California guys. Maybe I'm the freak who gets off on shit like this, loving the 


idea of being dominated by another man in front of people, like I'm some kind of..animal or something. 


| sure hope Dave keeps those two. | hope neither of them goes too far or fucks up or steals anything so they 


don't get fired. Initiation rites for new members is a fucking bitch. 


